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        Brotherly love can hurt ... and that's just the way they like it

      

        

      
        Rex is a man who knows how to do things in secret. He transfers prisoners all around the country and moves them into the underground sub-basement he and his buddies use as a sex dungeon in the basement of a police station.

      

        

      
        No one but his buddies knows about the sub-basement, or the things they do down in the damp, dark cells to the prisoners. No one hears the screams of the caged and strung out men who beg to be relieved of the tension that is constantly building between their legs. For them there is never any permanent release, and Rex makes sure of it.

      

        

      
        Forrest finds out he is being transferred to another prison. No one has told him where he’s going or how long he’s going to be in the back of the van. He travels for days with a hood over his head and his hands cuffed behind him, and it isn’t until he’s brought two stories below ground that he finds out who brought him here.

      

        

      
        His friend Rex.

      

        

      
        Forrest hasn’t seen Rex in ten years. They were close friends all while they grew up. So close that most people thought they were brothers. Twins, even. When Forrest sees Rex for the first time in years he knows how angry Rex will be. Especially after what Forrest did to him.

      

        

      
        Forrest can see by the look in Rex’s eyes he’s about to be punished like he’s never been punished in his life, and that’s exactly where he wants to be.

      

        

      
        Brotherly Love: A Dark M/M Romance was previously published under a different title by X Collins, and has been extensively rewritten and edited. This version is a dark romance with themes of BDSM, humiliation, and punishment.
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      Rex

      

      “Yo, Rex! We just got another one in. Where should I put him?”

      I was almost elbow deep training one of our newest acquisitions. Training him to take anything he was given, and do whatever he was told, whenever he was told to do it.

      In this case, a new prisoner was taking my fist and forearm in his ass while he crouched down on the cold concrete floor. But I took a moment to stop and think about the logistics of our ever-expanding operation to answer Stan’s question. He was one of my partners down here in the sub-basement. The one who’d hired me on, in fact. “Might as well stick him in here with this one. I think they’ll get along just fine. You might wanna chain that one up to that wall, though, just in case they decide to start a catfight.”

      I’d only been working here in the sub-basement of the Portville Central Police Station for a month and already I was pretty much in charge. Don’t get me wrong, I’m no cop. I’ve worked in security and corrections for twenty-five years, but you could never have said I went about things to the letter of the law. I guess that’s why I got along with these guys so well. It’s not every day you come across a sex dungeon in the sub-basement of a police station. Not to mention a Chief of Police who not only looks the other way but gets in on the action.

      It was a relatively small operation—what these guys had going on here before I showed up. The sub-basement had apparently sat unused for decades before some of the cops in the station started taking advantage of it—the Chief of Police, Travis Adams, his partner, Stan, and two other like-minded buddies, Earl and Ned. From what I hear they all got together down here pretty regularly and put some of the more unruly prisoners to good use.

      But as soon as I was brought on board things started growing like crazy. I was pretty sure Stan and the rest of them asked me to join in on their action based on my reputation alone. I was head of security at the notorious Roca Island prison in New York for almost a decade, whipping prisoners on solitary row into shape using my own special techniques. Angry, vengeful prisoners who were in for life and did nothing but make trouble for everyone else.

      Instead of leaving them isolated in the dark I came up with all kinds of ways to keep those prisoners in line, allowing them to be let out into the light of day and be of service to the guards and prisoners.

      Not too many people knew how I got the bastards to behave, and I never talked about it with anyone I didn’t trust with my life. The guards underneath me were happy because they were getting their dicks sucked on the regular, and I didn’t hear a goddamned word of complaint from the prisoners.

      So, with the way word gets around in this business I’m sure my buddy Stan heard through the prison grapevine how I’d gotten those animals under control and decided to bring me into his operation. They wanted a way to keep their own prisoners in check, and from what I understood they wanted me to be the one to do it.

      But I think what these cops mostly wanted from me was my acquisition skills. Even before starting up at Roca I got around quite a bit. I’d developed quite a handy relationship with a number of prisons around the country and was able to facilitate transfers pretty much anywhere without raising a single eyebrow.

      That quickly became a big part of my job here. Locating prisoners in the system who were nothing but a warm body taking up valuable real estate. Prisoners who were constantly starting trouble, winding up in solitary, and were being kept a live with the scraps tax money could buy. Prisoners who no one gave a shit about anymore, and most prisons wanted gone. Those were my men.

      We would literally take anyone the prisons offered up, but the prisoners had to agree to the transfer. That’s the way the guys here wanted it, to make sure every prisoner who came here knew exactly what they were getting into, so that’s the way I played. Once I got the okay, I always had them transferred to a few states before they wound up in Portville—just to throw anyone off the track. Then I would have them brought down to this sub-basement through the back entrance in the middle of the night, and not a single cop on the main floor of the police station, two levels above us, had any idea about it.

      In the beginning we were throwing them all into cells together. Apparently the whole idea was to get a harem going, one that would benefit everyone involved. Every man in the place, guards as well as prisoners, basically wanted to get their rocks off and have a little fun, and these geniuses came up with a way to do just that. The plan they came up with was to give the prisoners exactly what they wanted, the very thing that had landed most of them behind bars in the first place. Drugs.

      There was a constant supply of every street drug imaginable moving through the evidence locker on any given day. We just had to get access to it, as well as to the arrest and confiscation records. Luckily we had the whole Chief of Police thing going for us, so that part turned out to be a piece of cake.

      So with our stocked medicine cabinet we were able to sedate raging prisoners, enliven the ones who were dead on their feet, and pump a wide variety of libido-stimulating drugs into every single one of them so they would not only be ready to go at a moment’s notice, but begging for cock.

      Things went smoothly at first, but eventually we started seeing a distinct divide between the prisoners. The dominant ones—angry, rabid men who made sure we knew they wouldn’t take shit from anyone—and the men who were naturally more submissive.

      The prisoners were almost universally divided between crimes and sentences too. Practically every one of the angry men—the ones we started calling the alpha prisoners—had aggravated or sexual assault, manslaughter, or murder on their rap sheet, while the more docile prisoners were generally in for prostitution or drug related charges. Those onese we started referring to as maggies—a play on the street name of their drug of choice

      Putting the two groups of men in the same cells, or even on the same end of the sub-basement, proved to be a challenge at best, and the start of an all-out riot on one of the worst days. We knew we had to figure something out to keep things a little more under control down there, so separating them became standard. The minute we brought a prisoner in he was immediately sized up and put in with the appropriate group.

      It didn’t take long for all of us to see the monetary advantages of the arrangement we had down in this secret underground lair. We had everything we needed to train the prisoners, so we decided to utilize our resources to get them ready for sale at auction. The prisoners would finally get what they wanted, their ticket out of the system. When they were purchased they would be taken to their new home, and we would make loads of money. It was a win-win.

      After doing some research we came up with a business plan. We knew some buyers wanted virgins, or at the very least inexperienced but docile subs they could teach. Some of them wanted a hardened brat they could break themselves, but some of them wanted a fully trained sub. One who was so submissive they didn’t have to be prompted in any way. Those subs would drop to their knees and follow instructions to the letter, without even blinking. So we arranged the training rooms to accommodate all of that, and more.

      That’s what I was doing at the moment, training one of the more docile prisoners to be purchased as a perfectly trained sub. If this particular one had stayed where he was all he would have had to look forward to was a life sentence of being locked behind bars—with no chance of parole—and would most likely have had the shit beaten out of him every day. At least this way he’d be given a home and would get some pleasure out of serving his master.

      As I pounded my fist into his asshole I felt his prostate expand slightly, so I knew he would be coming soon. “You don’t come until I tell you to,” I said as I gripped a fistful of the prisoner’s hair. “You got that?”

      “Yes,” he moaned. “Please, let me come. It’s been so long.”

      “You have no idea what a long time is. I can do this for hours,” I said, gripping his hair tighter and yanking his head back so that my mouth was right next to his ear. “If you come before I tell you to you’ll be put in a cock cage for a month. One that’s two sizes too small. Do you understand me?”

      “Y-yes.”

      I glanced up at the new guy, the one who had just been chained to the opposite wall, and realized he was watching what was going on with full-on panic in his eyes. “Don’t worry that pretty little head of yours,” I said with a wink. “You’ll be next. Just give me an hour or so after I’m done here.” I checked the time on my phone with one hand while I continued to pump my fist into the prisoner on the end of my other arm.

      I plowed my fist into the prisoner’s asshole for another few minutes, feeling every muscle in his body tense up as he tried desperately to keep himself from coming too soon. Then I gave him the word and he immediately shot his load all over the concrete floor of the cell. Only two days in and he was already coming on command.

      After I ordered the prisoner to lick every last drop of his cum up off the floor I picked him up and tossed him onto his bunk. He curled right up into a little ball with the most blissed out and satisfied look on his face. I knew that wouldn’t last for very long, though. As soon as he recovered, and he started jonesing for whatever drug he was on, he would be desperately begging every man on the sub-basement floor to pound him in the ass again.

      After I finished with that prisoner, I left the cage and went over to an ancient sink that stood in an alcove. It used to be the old security station—where the guards and nurses would hang out and observe the floor, mostly making sure the prisoners didn’t try to escape … one way or another.

      I imagined the main activity down here, other than training the prisoners and filling their aching holes up with the cock they craved, was sitting behind the l-shaped desk watching the old black-and-white TV that stood on one corner. The TV still worked. I turned it on during my first all-nighter. But all it picked up down here was the faint image of some crappy infomercial about a miracle anti-aging cream.

      There were still old, crumbling files in the drawers, and a few stacked on the counter—the ones on the top dating back to 1985—that had been left behind when the sub-basement floor was abandoned back then. We could probably have utilized the space a little better, but, for now, it was mostly just the cleanup station. And it definitely got used plenty for that purpose.

      I did have my own office down in the sub-basement, at the end past where we kept the alpha prisoners, so I could concentrate when I had paperwork and computer work to take care of. It was a Tuesday, and Tuesdays were always busy for me. For some reason, just about every Monday the administration in most prisons took inventory and decided on who they wanted to ship out. They were always trying to clear some prisoners out to make room for more. Then on Tuesdays they would put in the orders and I would start in on the travel arrangements.

      I took a sandwich and soda out of the mini fridge and settled down at my desk to go through the growing list of emails. But I’d only read through a few of them before I came to one that made me stopped dead in my tracks. I couldn’t believe what I was reading. A transfer order from Florida State Prison for Forrest Stanny. I scanned the names over and over to make sure I was reading it right, but it didn’t seem like it was a mistake. The transfer order looked like it was for my oldest, and former best friend, Forrest.

      While I had spent the last twenty-five years of my life as a security guard, a bounty hunter, and eventually a prison guard, Forrest had been in and out of jail countless times, eventually landing himself with a twenty year stretch for a list of offenses as long as my arm. And I hadn’t spoken to him more than once or twice in the last decade.

      But it wasn’t our choice of professions that kept our relationship strained. He was a criminal, sure, but I wasn’t exactly a saint. From the very beginning of my career in law enforcement I saw all the angles—the things I could get away with, and the ways to bribe and buy just about anyone—and I took full advantage. So no one could ever call me a good corrections officer. But I made sure they couldn’t exactly call me a bad one either. Really, I was a lot closer to what Forrest was … a hardened criminal. The only difference between us was, I made damned sure I got away with my crimes.

      I didn’t know exactly what it was that put a wedge between us. I mean, I knew why I never wanted to speak to the bastard again, I just wasn’t sure what his deal was … why he’d turned on me. It was something that had weighed heavily on me for years.

      We were incredibly close growing up. Like as close as natural-born brothers, close. We were born in the same year, in the same month, and just days apart. We always celebrated our birthdays together with both of our families there, and we spent almost every minute of every day together—from the moment we met up on our bikes on the way to school, to the very minute we got called home for bed.

      We’d remained like that all through high school, so close we were thought of as brothers. Back then everyone even said we could have been mistaken for twins. I never saw it, though. I mean, we dressed a lot a like and we had similar haircuts, but that’s where the similarities ended, as far as I was concerned. Neither of us ever heard the end of it from the kids at school, though, and even the teachers. They were constantly confusing one of us for the other.

      I mean, we had almost the exact same last name for christ’s sake. Just those couple letters of difference between Stanny and Stanley made sure that during roll call we were constantly mixed up, which sent the entire class into hysterics. And during gym the teacher always took it out on us when he chose the wrong one for teams, invariably sending us both out to run a mile or two around the track.

      But then, once we were out of school we started living our own lives and drifted apart. I chalked it up to his new friends and rumors of drugs. I tried to talk to him about it a number of times but he always pushed me away, telling me it was none of my business, and that really hurt.

      Then came the arrests. Every time he was up for some crappy offense he would beg me to help him get out of it. I did what I could, but honestly it got old fast. Between that and what he eventually did to me and his parents, I just couldn’t deal with him anymore. As much as I hated to admit it, I didn’t trust my best friend anymore.

      Then came the big trial—the one where he was going to be put away for a long time. By then I was pretty jaded. After years of seeing the scum in prisons come and go, but never really change, I was sure Forrest was a lost cause. And I couldn’t bear the thought of him taking advantage of me and my position, over and over, for the next twenty years. So I left him to fend for himself in the courts.

      But the thing was, that all happened in Florida, and I was up in New York. Somehow Forrest was pissed that I didn’t do anything to reduce his sentence—like I had any say in what went on across state lines. But he seemed to be convinced I could have, and should have done something to help him. And who knows, maybe he’s right.

      But now he was up for a transfer the prisons referred to as a one-way ticket—a clandestine order when they wanted to make sure the prisoner disappeared without a trace—and Florida State prison had contacted me directly to find out if I could take care of him. Not that they knew a single thing about our connection to each other. It was just that reputation I had— that I could take care of pretty much anything … or anyone … with not a single soul on the planet being the wiser.

      “Sure thing,” I replied almost immediately. I didn’t have to think twice about whether I wanted Forrest here. They wanted him gone, and I knew exactly what to do with him. I’d been fantasizing about this moment for years.

      I set the whole thing up and sat back in my chair, throwing my feet up on the old metal desk in front of me. Forrest Stanny was going to be in this sub-basement—restrained, under my authority, and completely in my control—before the end of the week.
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